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The Hasty Parrot 
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There was a parrot and an old woman. The 
old woman lived in a hut. Near the hut, there 
was a tree which was the parrot’s home. 

The parrot and the old woman were great 
friends. 

One day the old woman went shopping and 
bought a mango. On seeing the mango, the 
parrot’s mouth watered and the parrot said, 
“Give me some mango.” 

“Go! wash your beak first, then eat 
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the mango,” the old woman replied. 
The parrot took off to wash his beak. 
He reached the river bank. 

But the river was deep and full. How 
to wash his beak, he wondered. He 
lifted his beak, looked around and 
said to the river, “River, river, give me 
water to wash my beak. I will then get 
a mango to eat.” 

The river replied, “Get a pitcher, fill it 
with water and wash your beak." 
Away flew the parrot to the potter 
and said, “Potter, potter, make me a 
pitcher. I will fill it with water, wash 
my beak and get a mango to eat.” 
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“Blacksmith, blacksmith, make me 
an iron spade,” 

The blacksmith fulfilled the parrot s 
wish and made the spade which he 
took out from the red hot furnace and 
put it aside to cool. The parrot 
became impatient and said, “Shall I 
take it.” 

“Not yet, it’s hot, wait a while, ” 
said the blacksmith. 



But the parrot was in a mighty hurry. 
He leapt forward to hold the spade 
between his beak. The spade was still 
hot and it singed his beak. He flapped 
his wings in pain. 

The parrot neither washed his beak, 
nor ate the mango. 

Haste without thought yields no fruit. 


























